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The Tragedie 

Vpon his party for the gainc thereof, 

Andthcrcvpon he fends you this good newes 
That this lame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of theQuecne,muft die at Pomfret . 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for this newes, 

Bccau se they haue bccne ftill mine enemies : 

But that lie giue my voyce on 'Richards fide. 

To barre my maifters heires in true difeent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 

(fat, God keepeyour Lordfhip in that gracious mindc. 
Haft . But 1 Hull laugh at this a twelmonth hence. 

That they who brought me in my maifters hate, 

I Iiuc to lookc vpon their tragedie : 

I tell the Catesby. (at. What my Lord i 
Haft . Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
llefendfome packing,thatyetthinkenoton it. 

Cat, Tis a vilcthing to die my gratious Lord 
When men are vnprcpard,andk>okc not for it. 

Haft . O monftrous,monftrous,and fo fals it out 
With Ritters, Vaughan, Gray t and fo twill doo 
With fome men clse,who thinkcthcmfclues as fafe 
As thou,and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat .The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. 1 know they do, and I haue well deferued it. 

Enter Lord Stanley . 

Whatmy L. where is your Boare-fpearc man ? 

Fearc you the Boare, and goe you fo vnprouided ? 

Stan . My L. good morrow ; good morrow Catesby. 

You may ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 

Ido not like thefefcuerallcouncels I. 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as deafe as you do yours, 
And neuerin my life 1 do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinkc you,butthat I know ourftatcfecure, 

I would be fo try umphant as I am i 

Sta.T he Lords of ‘Pomfret when they rode from London 
Were iocund,andfuppofsle theirftates was furc, 
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And indeed had nocaufe to miftreft .• 

But yet you fee how foonethe day orecaft. 

This fudden fcab of rancor 1 mifdoubr, 

Pray God, 1 fay, 1 proue a needleife coward, 

But come my L.fliall we to the Tower i 

Haft J go : but ftay,heareyou not the newes ? 

This day thofe men yo\i talke of, are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufed them weare their hats ; 

But come my L. let vs away. Exit. L.Standley , & Cat . 

Haft.Goy ou before, He follow prefently. 

Enter Haft mgs a Purftuant, 

Haft. Well met Haftmgs, how goes the world with thee ? 

Tw. The better that it pleafeyour good Lordfhip to ask. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow, tis better with me now. 

Then when I met thee laft whe-rc now we meete s 
Then was I going prifoner to the T ower. 

By thefuggeftion of theQueenes allies .* 

But now I tell thee (keepeit to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I m better flate then euer I was, 

Pur.G od hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. Gramcrcy Haftmgs, hold fpend thou that. 

He giues him his purfe. 

Pw.Godfaue your Lordfhip. Sxtt.'Pur, Enter aPrieft. 

Haft. What fir Iohn,you are well met : 
lam beholdingto you for your laft dayes exercife.* 
Comethc next Sabboth.and I willcontentyou. He vhifpers 
Enter 'Buckingham, {in his ear e. 

Hue, How now Lord Ghamberlaine,whattalkingwith a 
Y< ur friends at Pomfret they do need the Prieft. (prieft* 
Your Honour hath rfofhriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith,and when J met thisholy man, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my mtnde.* 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord r 

Buc, I do, but long i (liall not ftay, 

Ifliall rcturne beforeyour Lordihip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough,for I ftay dinner there, 

Rue. And fupper too, although thou knowh it not : 

Come 
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